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Part one 


Author's Notes: 
| tried for a tiny bit of drama and actual conversation this time-but as I'm not used to both of that myself, | 
‘ve got little to no idea how it turned out.. 


The last night of a tour was always intense, and in a way very different from other nights. It always implied 
some kind of farewell, meant that you would be apart from people you shared your whole life with. And even 
if you were glad about not having to see this or that person for a while, those nights were - touchy. They 
just were. Especially for Till, who, although he loved his quiet private life, always seemed to be bothered way 
more than his bandmates. 


Today, however, it was even worse than usual. Because how could he leave behind what he had found only 


such a short time ago? 
They should have ended this earlier. 


They shouldn't have started it, first place. 


An image flickered through Till’s mind, an image he had created himself: a heart, ripped out of a chest, 
because it was burning. For fuck’s sake, this had been meant to be fun Why did it have to hurt that much 


now? 
So Till had holed up in his room as soon as possible. The less he was around the others, the better. 
Hopefully. 


He had been stretched out on his bed, motionlessly staring at the ceiling for a while when the knock he had 


been dreading finally came. 


Till didn't react. Couldn't he be left alone when he was trying to sort out the mess he felt he was in? He 
pretended to be asleep, but the knocks went on. 


"Till, open the door. | know that you are awake." 


He didnt move. What was the point in torturing himself, or the both of them, as for that matter? Would 


happen soon enough. 
"Till. Stop being childish." 


He was being childish? He was trying to rid himself a feeling he didnt want to have. How was that being 
childish? 


"Till, if you dont open that fucking door... 
"Then what?" Till barked. "Are you kicking it in if | dont?" 
Now who was the one being childish? 


"No, | won't. But | will stay here and keep knocking, for everyone to see and hear me. For everyone to wonder 


why Im trying to get into your room at that ungodly hour. If that’s okay for you..2" 


It was not okay, of course it wasn't. That was the problem, wasn't it? It was not okay to sneak into each other 
‘s hotel rooms at night, completely oblivious to the commitments they both had at home, or to the band, or 
to each other as friends. Well, maybe the "sneaking" part could have been okay. Maybe the blowjob part, the 
handjob part, maybe even the fucking part could have been okay. Once. Or twice. Although twice was already.. 
borderline. All this could have been no different from a groupie encounter at a backstage party. A rockstar’s 


girlfriend who wasn't okay with that definitely wouldn't be a rockstar’s girlfriend for long. 


It had started out like that. Just good fun. And now it hurt. Not so much because of what he felt. It hurt to 
quit feeling it. 


"Till, if it’s over, it’s over. | know that we cant very well carry this into our lives at home. But let’s end this 


together, the way we started it" 

Suddenly very unnerved, Till jumped up and was already about to tear the door open and roar a furious 
"SCRAM!" down the hallway, but the picture his brain produced, a picture of him doing just that, stopped him. 
It looked..well, childish. His hand froze on the doorknob, and his voice diminished to a hoarse caw. 


"Go away, Paul.” 


And as soon as it was out, he knew that there was no chance that Paul would leave now. It had sounded so 


weird that he now most possibly was worried, on top of hurt and upset. 
And right. 
"Till, are you okay?" 


Till couldn't answer. He also couldn't move. He just stood there, his hand still glued to the doorknob, because of 


the tone of genuine concern in Paul's voice. 


Slowly, the small streak of light that fell through the crack under the door disappeared. The gentle voice now 


seemed to come from somewhere near the floor. 

"Till, if | have to start a sit-in in front of this door, | will do it. | am not leaving until | have seen you." 

‘I'm fine.” 

Lie. 

"Then open the door." 

"Paul, honestly! Do you really want the others to find you sitting at my doorstep?" 

"No. Do you?" 

Another picture in Till’s mind, it seemed to be quite the right night for pictures. Paul, leaning against the door, 
stubborn and sulking. Well, let him. The more pissed off he was, the easier he would probably forget what had 


been between them. 


They already couldn't remember much of the first thing they had done together. They had both been horribly 
plastered. 


Paul had these days when he just had to - act out. And that meant that someone had to suffer. That 
someone would get tickled and teased, jumped at and played pranks, all fucking day long, until Paul would finally 
be tired enough to fall asleep, most possibly in that someone's bed so that said someone would have to sleep in 


a chair (if he was polite) or had to really throw him out of the door. That day's designated victim had been 
Till. 


He had suffered in silence for the better part of the day, and finally, they had gotten into a drinking contest 
at the backstage party. Normally Paul wouldnt have stood a chance there. But either had he done way more 
blow than Till, or Till himself was severely out of practice after the long tour break - Paul had ended up 
carrying Till to his room instead of vice versa It must have been quite a ridiculous sight. 

Till remembered having mumbled something like "Thank you" and "getting’ ol’..havvin’ guys carrin me tome 
room..", and Paul slurring back "ain’ gettin younger, too..used to pull drunk chicks, an get a nice blowjob for 
carrin’ them home.. now | fuckin’ pull my own bandmates... 

"But dontcha tellme y'wanna blowjob now", Till had yawned. 

"From ya? Ya way too..” 

"Oln ugly?" 

"Naw. But you'll prblbl..pro..probably..bite." 

The rest kept escaping Till, but somehow, it must have seemed perfectly reasonable to him to give Paul the 
blowjob someone who made sure you got home safely when you were drunk obviously deserved. Well, they had 
been really, really smashed. 


The next morning had been awkward, to say the least. 


Till had already decided to simply delete yesterday's events from his mind when Paul had slumped into a seat 


next to him as soon as he could get him alone for a few minutes, with a conspicuous blush on his face. 
A blush. On Paul's face. 

"Ahem, Till. Last night. Sorry for that" 

Till, for whatever reason, hadnt blushed, even though he had been the one giving head so unexpectedly. 
"IFs okay. Just forget it” 


"| shouldn't have done that. You were drunk." 


"And you were what, sober? And by the way, you shouldn't have done what?" 
"I shouldnt have let you do this. | wasn’t as..incapacitated as you were. | should have stopped you." 


"Paul, | said it’s okay. Nobody has to know about it, nobody got hurt, so forget it, alright? It’s probably better 
anyway. | can’t imagine that it has felt any good." 


To Till's surprise, Paul had blushed even more. 
"What?" Till had asked. 
"Uhm, well, actually..for all | can remember..it did." 


Till sighed as he recalled the little crooked smile on Paul's face. Couldn't they have just left it at that? They 
definitely wouldnt be sitting on opposite sides of this door now. 


"Tile" 
"Huh?" 

"Would you let me in?" 

"Paul? 

"Huh?" 

"Would you leave me alone?" 

Paul hadn't left it at that 


He had been in a weird mood for the next two days, hadnt talked to Till, had hardly ever looked at him, until 
Till had taken him aside. 


"Paul, would you please tell me what kind of problem you think we have with each other? Is it still because of 


the other night?" 
Paul had just nodded. 


"Paul, /sfen to me. | was drunk You were drunk. And | gave you a blowjob. So what? | do admit that | wouldn't 


have done it if | had been sober, but what has happened has happened, and I'm not a child. It’s not like you 
raped me, so stop acting as if you had, will you?" 


"But | feel as if | had’, Poul had muttered 

"That's nonsense, and you know it" 

"| do, but still, | feel like..like | owe you." 

Till was sure that he had rolled his eyes 

"What do you think you owe me, Paulchen?" 

And then he had said what he by now regretted 

"The only thing you could possibly owe me is a blowjob. 
Paul's eyes had finally found Tills. 

"Yeah, | think | do. Do you want it now? Or after the show?" 
"| dont want it at all. | was kidding" 


"Maybe, but | am not. | owe you a blowjob. Let me give you one, then we will be even, and | will be able to be 


around you again without feeling like shit” 


His face had assumed that decisive expression, like when he was writing a song with Richard and was 


determined to fight through whatever he thought was the right way to play it. 
And Till had given in. 

"So if | let you do it, will you stop acting like a moron?" 

"Yog" 

"You promise?" 

"Yup 


"So go ahead. But buddy, if you are bashing yourself afterwards for having talked me into this, then | will 


spank your sorry little ass, am | clear?" 


"Absolutely." 


And saying so, Paul had unzipped Till's pants and had given him a very, very..impressive blowjob. It had lasted 
at least twenty minutes, and Till had moaned and groaned the entire time. He had hardly been able to warn 
Paul when he was about to come so that the little guy could pull off and didnt have to swallow his load. 


He had pulled Paul up onto the couch as soon as they were done; seeing his friend on his knees like that had 


bothered him. 

"Phew, wow, Paulchen.." 

Paul had looked pretty rumpled. 

"Right, phew. Now we are even, arent we?" 

‘Not entirely." 

"No? Why not?" 

Till had pointed to the very obvious bulge in Paul's tight jeans. 

"That's why. Doesn't look very comfortable if you ask me." 

"Uhm, Till, you are not giving me a blowjob back now! How can we ever be even if you do?!?" 
But Till had pulled him close to his chest and unbuckled his belt. 

"Paul?" 

"Yeah?" 

"Shut up." 

There hadn't been much left to do. Paul had come in his hand in no time. 


That had been the first of many times he had held Paul in his arms, and he had been surprised that he liked 
it. They weren't much farther apart now. All that separated them was the door. And Till's refusal to open it. 


"Till?" 


"Hm?" 


| miss you." 
"| miss you, too.." Till whispered, but the low sound never penetrated the thin wood. 
When had he started to miss Paul? 


Probably right away. This first clear-minded encounter had already been too much. They both had known that 
they would want this again. 


And of course they shouldn't have showered together the next day. 


There was no protocol of who got to shower first or with whom after a show, and after that particular show, 


the two of them had been last. 

Paul had been trying to be..reasonable. 

Ard Till had been trying to keep his eyes off the back Paul kept turning to him. Oh well.. 
"Till, will you stop staring a second hole into my butt?" Paul had finally groused. 

"What do | owe you if | do?" Till had smugly replied. Paul had just grunted. 


How could he have possibly resisted, as it was glaringly obvious why Paul was facing the wall so persistently? 
How could he not have wrapped his arms around Paul's waist? How could he not have started stroking the 
rock-hard erection he had found there? His friend’s dick had felt so good the day before, had fit into his hand 
so perfectly, and his moans had been such a turn-on... 


“Till, what the fuck." 


If that had been meant to stop Till from touching Paul, it should have sounded much, much angrier. And it for 


sure shouldnt have morphed into another moan right away. 
"You dont want to..2" Till had whispered into Paul's ear. 
"Till, they will catch us!" 

"Then let's do it quick." 


So they had done it. And way too quickly. Still panting from coming in Till’s hand again, Paul had growled: "My 
room. After the party. Don't get hammered again." 


To be continued 


Part two 


„My room. After the party." 


This had quickly become a standard. So quickly that they didnt even have to say the words after a few days. 
It had become their way to wind down after a show, although one couldn't really have told how what they did 
with each other could ever be considered relaxing, as their nightly get-togethers usually resembled wrestling 
matches more than anything else. That had been how they had seen it: as a game. A contest of who could hold 
on the longest, who would get the other one to come first, of who could make the other one beg for more. 
They had played it quite roughly, much to their mutual pleasure, if their way of frequently coming all over 
each other was any indication, and they had played it almost every night. Had learned each other's bodies. Each 
other's preferences. Each other's sweet spots. Each other's limits. 


There had been a few rules, though, rules nobody had really laid down, rules that were never talked about, 


never even mentioned, but that were there nonetheless. 


No knocking at the same door twice in a row. (They took actual turns - if it had been Till's turn to knock at 
Paul's door one night, it was Paul's turn to knock at Tills the next night) 


No kissing. 

No actual fucking. 

No bitching or complaining about - anything. 

No talking about it, in whatever way, shape or form, during the day. 

No sleepovers. 

No sleepovers. 

Till took a few deep breaths. That was the only thing they had been able to keep up after - after everything 
had changed. Well, maybe they also hadnt been bitchy with each other. Up until now. Now he probably was 
being bitchy, at least Paul would probably say that he was. As much as he could put that label on Paul just as 
well. The streak of light under the door hadnt come back yet. Paul was still sitting there. 

"Till?" 


"What?" 


"Mir ist kalt" 

"You've got a perfectly comfortable bed in your room." 
"And what's that supposed to do for me?" 

"God, Paul..." 

"| know." 


These last words, softly as they were spoken, echoed in Tils head much louder than they should have. / know, 


Paulchen. | know that you dont like to be left alone. | have known it since | did leave you alone that one night.. 


They hadn't been able to pinpoint afterwards whose fault it had been. One thing had led to another. 


They had been right in the middle of - playing with each other when Till had had the idea of starting to tickle 
Paul's asshole. That had been a first. This part of their anatomy had been the last really private part they 
had, even though none of them had ever said that they didnt like to be touched there; they had just always 
skipped it, in a way. 


Paul had loved it. Not that Till had tried to get inside of him in any way, nothing like that, but Paul had 
squirmed and moaned and gotten close to coming much quicker than usual because of this additional 
stimulation. So quickly, in fact, that Till would have been downright disappointed if that night's activities had 
already been over that soon So he had taken his hands off Paul's crotch completely for a moment and 
thereby drawn an angry grunt off his mate’s lips. 

"Dammit, Till, more..." 


"More?" 


"Yeah, more, way more, or why teasing me like that? But | guess you wouldn't have the guts to fuck me 


anyway." 
"Not the guts? Why wouldn't 1?" 
"Because that would officially make Mr. Till over-macho Lindemann a faggot... 


"You are calling me what?" 


"A fag...” 


Till tried to recall why this had made him so angry. He had never been a homophobe, au contraire, the whole 
band had been toying with that subject for as long as it existed, or why else did he fake-rape Flake on stage 


every night? He never had a problem with anyone's sexuality, or with what people called him. 


But Paul calling him a faggot had bothered him. Big time. Maybe because he could have known better, but 


maybe also because he had unknowingly hit on a raw nerve. 


Because Paul wasnt Till’s first guy to have sex with. There had been those two groupies. Male groupies. 
Rammstein attracted quite a few of them. 


It had been quite early into their career. Till hadnt exactly been what could be called young and naive even 
back then - he had actually been well into his thirties - but it had puzzled him quite a bit, to put it lightly. 
Not just that they were after him like crazy, and not just that he had finally fucked them just to have them 
off his back. He had been so puzzled because he couldn't figure out how he felt about it. It had made him 
question a number of things he had thought he knew about himself, and even though he had worked these 
issues out for himself over the years, he could still recall these guys calling him a faggot, just like Paul had 
done that night. It had aggravated him then. And it had aggravated him now. 


Paul knew nothing about this unpleasant memory. And Till by now knew that Paul had just said what he had 
said because he hadn't been able to phrase it differently. Hadn't known how to say that he wanted Till to fuck 


him. 
Another thing he knew by now was that he had overreacted. That it had been an obvious mistake that he had.. 


„just flipped Paul over onto his stomach and pulled him up onto his hands and knees. 
I'll show you a faggot." 


Aroused and aggravated. Bad combination. Bad combination for Paul, who would have needed a lot of preparation 


before being fucked for the first time. And who now got way more than he had asked for. 


The only good thing one could have said about this fuck was that it didnt last long. Paul was so tight that Till 


had come after just a few hard trusts. 


Paul hadnt complained. He hadnt cried out, he hadnt tried to get away, he hadn't asked Till to stop. In fact, his 
behavior had unsettled Till more than being yelled at would have. Before Till had caught his breath again, Paul 

had gotten up, had put on his sweatpants and shirt, had said a "night, Till" that had lacked any kind of emotion 
and had quietly left the room. 


Till had known as soon as he had come that everything about this had been wrong, just plain wrong. It had been 
way too - angry. Way too selfish. With way too little lube, way too little experience, and next to no foreplay. 
The two guys from back then had been gay. They had been used to this, had known what they were doing, had 
more or less done all the work. As strange as it felt to put this label on Paul, of all people, his buddy had 
basically been a virgin And no matter how roughly they usually played with each other, this had gone too far. 
It had been no fun at all, for neither of them. 


Till had knocked on Paul's door about five minutes later, but the only thing he had heard was the water 


running in the shower. 


Till shivered. Not just because he was just as cold as Paul had said he was. He also shivered from recalling the 
anxiety he had felt when he had been standing in front of that locked door, unsure whether his friend was 


okay, and from knowing that their roles were reversed now. 


The next day had been a day off. 


They had planned on seeing the sights, but Paul had been nowhere to be found. Flake had finally gotten a text 
message that said that Paul had something else to do and didnt want to come along. He had not been in his 
room. And he had not answered his cell phone. Nobody saw him all day long. 


After coming home from their city tour, Till had checked Paul's room every half hour, but he never go an 


answer there, too. His phone was still switched off. 
Till had refrained from going out that night. He kept on knocking on Paul's door. Every half hour. 


He had just gotten back to his room and was trying to concentrate on reading a magazine when he had heard 
the knock. It wasn't their usual "ta-tap", it was a much quieter one, a single "tock", but he had instantly known 


who it was. 


Till's heard was pounding so loudly as he thought of his friend's face that he was sure that Paul could hear it 
even through the door. 


The first thing that came to Tils mind was the question what Paul was looking at. He looked through his chest at a 
spot somewhere behind him. Till tried to say something, tried fo ask Paul where he had been all day long, but his 


voice refused to cooperate. He just stared at Paul Paul just stared - wherever. 


"You lied, Till’, Paul finally said softly. 
lied?" 


Till knew that he had screwed quite a few things up within the last twenty-four hours, but in which way had he 
lied to Paul? He asked him just that. Paul cocked his head a bit 


"Bem ersten Mal tut es nicht weh..?" 
Had Paul just said that? 
"You are not telling me that you actually believed that, are you?" Till had replied, stunned. 


‘Not - really." Paul's gaze dropped even further. "But | had just hoped for the best." A shudder went through the 


smaller man’s body. 


Till reached for him, unsure what kind of reaction to expect, and put a hand onto his shoulder, just lightly. He felt 
another shudder, or still the same one, but the hand wasnt pushed away. Instead, Paul did what Til would have 

expected least of all. He lowered his head, as if in shame or fear, came up to Till and leaned against him. He didnt 
say a word, didn’t move a muscle in his pale and unshaved face, didnt do anything but standing there, his breaths 


erratic and his knees noticeably weak 
"Paul..?" 

No answer. 

‘Oh shit Oh damn fucking shit." 


Suddenly hyper-aware of the fact that the stil stood in the hallway, clearly on display for everyone, Till pulled his 
friend into the room, just far enough to be able to kick the door shut 


‘Paul, what happened? | mean, | know what happened, but for heaven's sake, falk to me.." 


Paul gave him a reproachful look 


‘tt hurt, Til, that's what happened It hurt lke old hell, and | hadnt expected that, and | could kick myself for having 
coaxed you into doing if, and | could kick myself for not getting over if, and I also feel like kicking you for having 


done it and..and.." 


Till had a hard time understanding the words that Paul basically said into his sternum, but he felt like Paul also 
tried to crawl into him if possible. He didn’t understand that reaction in the slightest, but it didnt matter right now 
what he understood or not He walked Paul over to the couch where he sat him down and held him close. 


Paul still didn't offer an explanation for anything, so Till started talking. 

"Paul, listen to me. Are you listening to me?" 

“Ly” 

"Paul, you know that | didn't mean it, dont you?" 

Hm” 

"You know that you are my friend, that I care for you, and that Id never hurt you on purpose, dont you?" 
No reaction 

‘Don't you, Paul?" 

“Ly” 

Till wrapped his other arm around his mate and nuzzled the top of his head with his nose. 

"Then please do believe me that Im sorry. That Im terribly sorry. That you could never kick me as hard as | could 
kick myself and as | deserve it | knew right away that it had been all wrong, but it had been too late. Can you 


believe that?" 


It took a while, but finally he felt Paul nodding against his chest. Till put a gentle kiss on Paul's forehead and, 
knowing that he asked for a huge secret, whispered in the lowest voice he could muster: "Did you bleed?" 


Paul shrugged. "I don’t know. | dont think so." 
‘How come you dont know?" 


"I showered afterwards, then | slept, then | showered again in the morning | didn’t pay attention. But | guess | would 
have noticed" 


‘Oh fuck, Im so sorry. | know that Im being repetitive, but that's what | am - sorry. Guess now I owe you, huh, 
Paulchen?" 


Paul nodded again. Hs face was still blank, he still didn’t look at Til, he just let himself be cradled and took in the 
gentle touches and soft words Till offered him. 


‘But there is one thing | dont understand’, Till eventually said "I was the one who did that to you. | was the one 
who hurt you. Why are you here now? | mean, Im glad that you are, but Id rather have expected you fo never 


falk to me again.." 
Now for the first time, Paul looked up and fixed his gaze on Till 
"That is why, Till You were the one who hurt me. So now you are the one who needs to make it better." 


"Whatever you need, Paul, just say if. Whatever | can do to make up for hurting you Ike that, | will do. | owe you 
Can you think of anything?" 


"Yes, | can | want you to do it right." 

"What do you mean?" Till asked, nonplussed 

"What | said | want you to prevent this from becoming a nightmare. | want you to prevent me from believing that 
trusting and wanting you was a bad idea. | want you fo save our friendship and whatever else we have together. | 
want you fo sleep with me again, but to do it right this time. | want it to be good, | want it not to hurt, | want to 
come while you fuck me, and | want us to be okay again." 

Till stared at Paul in total bewilderment. 

‘Like - now?" 

Paul nodded. 

‘But you still hurt." 

"Then you'd better be gentle." 

"But." 

"Till, please. Do it. Before that thing starts fo really settle in my head. You said that you cared for me. Show me. 
Show me that you do. Take this - hurt away. Not so much from my rear; that’s stil a bit sore, but it will be 
alright. But take it off my heart. Please. Make me stop feeling used Make me stop feeling ike an idiot, | fucking 
know that | was the one who talked you into it..please, Till, make it stop." 

And how he wanted to make it stop. He hated, he really hated to see Paul, his Paulchen, like this 

‘Are you sure that this is what you need?" 


"Yes, absolutely," 


"Wil you tell me if you feel like | might hurt you again?" 


Paul nodded 


‘And can lcan | kiss you? Just for tonight? Not necessarily on the mouth, but maybe on the cheek, or on the 
forehead? | cant do it - that way, without Kissing." 


"Sounds okay. g 


"Alright then But Paul, you dont do anything. Fil do everything for the both of us; all you have fo do is fo let me 
know whether you like what Im doing That was worst for me last night. You didnt respond." 


Slowly, very slowly he started undressing Paul, gently caressing everything he uncovered with just his fingertips. 
And yes, Paul did respond this time, with obvious signs of pleasure. They stretched out on the bed, side by side, Till 
letting his hand slde over the now visibly relaxing body. He kissed the pale cheek next to his face and enjoyed the 
sight of some color slowly returning 

‘Paulchen, why did you never fell me that you lke it better that way? | could have done that for you, you know..." 
"The other way was okay for me, too, and | know that you're into pain | didnt want you to consider me a sissy." 
Paul turned his face away from him. Till reached over and slowly turned it back. Momentarily at a loss of what to 
say, he ran his thumb over his friend's now tightly compressed lips. Paul stared up to hm for a second, then 


cupped his face with both hands, said "will you stop teasing me?" and pulled Till down into a passionate kiss. 


ito their first kiss. After weeks of playing together. And they both loved it. Till started to wonder what else would 
be revealed tonight. 


It was as if Paul's words about teasing him, almost the same words he had used the night before, had pressed an 
imaginary reset button Yes, were granted a second chance. And they would do it right this time. 


To be continued 


Part three 


"Till?" 
Till didn't answer. He was lost in the memory of touching his lips to Paul's for the first time. 


How hungrily Paul had kissed him. What a challenge it had been satisfy this hunger. It had been Tills first time 
of actually kissing a guy, and it felt way better than he thought it would, although there had been this small 
voice in the back of his mind, this small voice that said remember who you are with, dont get used to this, you 
can have this for now, but its nothing you can keep.. 


He had tamped that small voice down then, knowing all too well himself what he was getting himself into. 
Knowing all too well that this might turn out to be just as addictive as all the things they had done up until 


now. 


Paul had said he wanted him. Paul. Him. And had kissed him, letting him know that there was probably more to 
it than just lust. And Till had kissed him back Letting Paul know that the feeling was mutual. 


Geez, there had been a reason for the "no kissing" - rule.. 


He wanted to kiss Paul again, right here and now. All it would take would be reaching up and turning the key. If 
he opened the door swiftly enough, Paul would fall directly into his arms. 


And then..? the small voice asked. 


Yes, what then? Grab him, run away with him? Away from - everything? From the woman who was waiting 
for Till to come home tomorrow, the woman he absolutely adored? From Paul's family, the woman Paul loved 


so much, not to mention their little daughter he loved even more? 

How on earth had they gotten themselves into a mess like this? 

Till tucked up his legs, wrapped his arms around them, and rested his forehead on his knees. This way, he could 
at least imagine that his arms were around Paul, or that it were Paul's arms around him, Paul, just inches 
away from him, behind the door, Paul, in all likelihood thinking and wanting the same right now, Paul, Paulchen.. 
"Till, are you asleep?" 

Yes, he managed to think before his mind, exhausted from unsuccessfully having tried to overpower his 


Herzeleid for days now, slowly drifted into a strange, half-conscious stated that made his heartache a bit more 
bearable. Yes, | dearly do hope that I'm asleep. 


The kiss left Till breathless, but not breathless enough to not start kissing Paul all over as soon as he left his friend 
s warm mouth, He had learned all of Paul's sweet spots by now, and if Paul liked them being played roughly with, 
he liked them being kissed even better. And so Till dd kiss them. All of them. Hs nipples, the spot beneath his right 
armpit where he was so ticklish, down fo his inner thighs that were still bearing the hickeys Till had left there a 
few days ago, even farther down fo his knee pits where he was just as ticklish as under his right arm, and then up 
again, to the cock Till loved touching so much, and fo the balls where he knew Paul loved his hands and lips best.. 
After a while, Paul shivered from the slightest touches. And Till realized that he would never want to be rough 
with him again. 


Finally, Paul reached for the bottle of lube on the nightstand 
"Plenty of that this Time, please." 


Till gulped down the httle lump of dread that had started to form in his throat, and Paul saw if. He gently grabbed 
Tills wrist and smiled a litte, for the first time today. 


‘Don't worry, Im fine. Weil both be fine." 


Oh yes, Till dearly hoped so. Almost hesitantly, he touched a finger to the spot where he had hurt his friend 
yesterday and where he thought he could stil feel the heat and the soreness he had inflicted there. And no, the 
world didn't go up in flames, as he had almost expected Instead, Paul closed his eyes and seemed to savor Till 
starting to move his finger back and forth and gently pressing it into the small hole. 


‘Is that okay?" he asked between kisses 

Paul smiled again, a bit tensely, but still 

‘Feels good Do it some more, will you?" 

And so Till did He prepared Paul for what seemed like forever, adding more and more lube, adding another finger 
after a while and yet another after even longer, and even adding a lot of pleasure for Paul, by getting so lucky to 
find his prostate and learning that rubbing this spot drew such blissful moans trom his friend that Till found it 
necessary to muffled them with another deep and passionate kiss 

‘Should we try, Paul?" Till asked when he felt his own cock urgently demanding the attention it hadnt gotten 
tonight yet. Paul nodded slowly, but he clutched at both his arms without a word when Til tried to move between 
his legs. "Or better not? We dont have to, buddy. We dont have fo do anything It's completely up to you" 
want fo, Till, | really want to’, Paul replied softly. "But dont - don’t leave me alone." 


‘Alone? What do you mean? Im here, Paulchen, right here, | won't leave you alone..." 


‘ know, but | want to..feel you, all of you, not just..you know." 


Till began to get an idea of what Paul might mean. He sat up, leaned against the headboard and held out his arm. 
Paul straddled his thighs and moved close enough for their dicks to touch Till enclosed both of them with his big 
hand and started jacking them lazily while nuzzling his mate's neck with his other hand 


"Talk to me, buddy, fell me about it." 

Paul rested his forehead against Til's shoulder and took a deep breath 

"You left me alone last night’, he finally said quietly. 'H felt lke you werent even there, lke you were a stranger. 

There was just something huge and hard up my ass, and plenty of pain, and | couldnt say anything, both because | 
had asked for it and because | would have screamed if | had opened my mouth, and | felt so alone with all of that 
- | was hoping for my big buddy Till to come and rescue me, but he never dd." 


Till couldn't speak. He even had trouble breathing All he could do was kissing Paul tenderly, hoping that the kiss 
would convey what he couldnt clothe in words. How much Paul meant to him. How sorry he was for what had 
happened How much he wanted to make it better. 


And again, Paul silently soaked in the kiss, the touches, the unspoken words; he seemed fo need all of that badly. 
He snuggled into Tils chest, and if it hadn't been for the small movements of his hips in response to his dick still 
being gently jacked, Till would have assumed that he had fallen asleep. 

Till tranced out a bit himself. 

But finally, Paul's low voice called him back. 

"lwant you inside of me. Now." 

He got up on his knees and put both his arms around Tils neck 

"You are really sure you want this?" Till asked again 


"Yes Yes, Im sure. Just hold me close." 


And saying so, he started to slowly, very slowly sit down on Till’s cock, while Till sld his hands under his friend's 
small butt and helped him not fo lower himself too quickly. 


It took incredibly long. Til felt centimeter after centimeter of his member getting enveloped by an unbelievable 
heat and density, heard Paul's shallow, uneven breaths, felt his trembling arms, and even his quickened heartbeat. 
Hs mind started racing For fuck’s sake, how much pain had he caused Paul yesterday? Had Paul been scared? He 
was so much smaller than Till, it was so easy to hurt and frighten someone when you were so unevenly matched.. 


And did he cause him pain now? Was he there for him now? Did he make sure that Paul at least didnt feel left 


alone again with whatever amount of pain there was? 

He started to whisper softly into Paul's ear, told him to take his time, told him that it would get better right away 
when they would be fully joined, that he wouldnt hurt him, that he wanted him to feel good and would make him 
feel even better, how much he enjoyed touching him, being touched by him, being with him, all while littering little 
kisses over the side of Paul's face. 

And suddenly, Paul sat in Til’s lap again Hs breaths evened out. 

‘Are you alright, Paulchen?" 

"l don't know yet", Paul mumbled into Tils shoulder. 

Till kissed his now noticeably flushed cheek, then ran a finger down Paul's spine, to the place where they were 
Joined, and tenderly stroked him there. Paul let out a small, whimpering moan, and Till was already about to take 
his hand away when he heard that the whimper carried words: "Do it again.." 

Till obliged, and happily so. It was all he could do for Paul while sitting like this, he couldn't even get to his mate's 
cock because of Paul's way of trying to crawl under his skin (or at least that was how it felt), and so he just 
resumed touching this sensitive area and started to gently rock the both of them back and forth, 


Paul sighed, his strained muscles relaxed a little. And Till felt him pushing his butt into his lap, carefully, as if he was 
testing the water. 


‘Do you want more, Paulchen?" Till asked softly. Paul nodded 


‘I want fo give you more, buddy, but | can’t, in this position | want to have you on your back Can you allow that? 


| promise, | won't walk out on you again." 
Paul silently looked into his eyes for a long time before he nodded once more. 
"Wrap your legs around me." 


He helped Paul fo lie down on the bed and pulled his butt back into his lap, then started stroking his friend's chest 


and stomach 
te it okay that way?" 
"Hm-hm" 

A first gentle trust 


A soft moan. 


Another trust. And yet another one. A slow and steady rhythm. Paul seemed fo get into if, and even more so 
when Till finally found the right angle to hit the spot that brought him the greatest pleasure. 


Paul reached for his dick, but Till pushed his hand away and grasped it himself, started jacking him again 


"l said | would do everything for you tonight. All you have to do is to enjoy, alright? This is what | should have done 
for you yesterday. Let me make up for not doing it." 


And he obviously did, as Paul was soon making unbelievably exciting noises, quieter ones as usual, but Till liked them 


much better. This wasnt their usual game, their usual competition, after all This was much, much more. 

Paul started to arch his back, and Till knew what he wanted Weeks of playing with each other had taught him that 
Paul had a thing for having his balls played with Gently. It was the only spot on him that Till had never treated 
harshly, he just hadnt been able to bring himself to do if. Paul looked just too fucking adorable when he was just 
lightly stroked and massaged there, so why doing anything else? And right now, receiving this on top of everything 
else pushed him, pushed the both of them close, so close fo.. 

"Paul?" 

An incomprehensible groan. 

"Will you come for me?" 

Paul didn’t answer, but Til knew it anyway. He wrapped his hand around Paul's hard cock and squeezed it tenderly, 
lke he had done and loved it from day one, from the first time he had gotten to touch him. He loved the way it 
pulsed against his palm, the warmth, the strength, yes, strength he sensed there, the way it practically begged for 
Till's fingers to tend to it, and of course the incredible feeling when Paul released and came in his hand, lke he did 
now, night..now.. 

Xx% 

‘Now | owe you again, Till" was the first thing Paul said after they had regained some composure. 

Till eyed him questioningly. 

‘lowe you at least three orgasms." 

Til chuckled a bit, but then got serious again and nuzzled Paul's cheek with his nose. 


"Do you think we can get over..my losing control last night?" he asked softly. 


Paul planted a little kiss on the corner of Tils mouth 


"We both know how we feel about each other by now. So..! think we can Yes, | think we can.." 


It had been then that Till started to hate the "no sleepover" rule. 


They had lost count of how many times they had repeated this since. They just hadn't been able to resist 
each other - at first, they hadn't even tried, and when the other guys started talking about the end of the 
tour, about coming home, about what they planned to do once they would be with their friends and families 
again, they found that no matter if they tried or didnt try, they ended up with each other every night 


regardless. 


To complicate things even further, it had gotten better and better every single tme. So much better that they 
had started to treat each other differently during the day, to a degree that their bandmates couldn't help but 
notice. They shot them curious looks since, but luckily, nobody ever brought it up. 


And the closer the last night of the tour drew, the less they had been able to be without each other. Till had 
felt like he had, just had to touch Paul all the time, just his hand, or his arm or whatever, just had to make 
sure his friend was still there, that this still wasn't over, that they would still have another night together. 
There went the rule of "dont give anything away". 


They should have talked. They should have tried to..well, what? To forget it? To somehow taper off? How? 
Their need for each other grew every day, and they were long past the point of just having fun together in 
bed. 


They had never told each other. Had never admitted it to themselves, at least Till hadn't. That this word, this 
word they never used, most probably applied.. 


Something brushed slowly over Tills arm. 


To be continued 


Part four 


Till slowly looked up. That sensation at his arm - had he been dreaming? 
No. Paul. It was Paul. Paul, who sat in front of him, cross-legged, his face barely visible in the dark room. 


Till looked around, confused. He still sat where he had been sitting all evening long, on the floor next to the 
door. The inward opening door that he practically barred with his body. 


"How did you get in here?" 
Paul pointed to the open balcony door. 


"Olli is back from the party. He let me into his room, and | just climbed over here. | know that you'd rather 


freeze your ass off than to sleep with your window closed." 
"What did you tell him?" 
"The truth. That you didn’t open the door." 


"What do you want, Paul?" Till grumbled in a feeble attempt to keep up the fuck off - attitude he had 


displayed all evening long. "It’s not even your turn..." 


It hadnt been Paul's turn the night affer..that night, either. But they had never broken any of the rules for no 
reason. Paul had knocked at his door that night because he had needed help. The complaint he had lodged had been 
absolutely warrantable. They had started fo sleep together because it had been what had made Paul feel better. 
They had started to kiss because of that. They had supposedly given away what was going on between them 
because of all that. So there probably was a good reason now. 


Suddenly, this last sentence sounded childish, even to Till himself. 


His vision adjusted to the darkness, now he could see his friend's face a bit better in the low light the city’s 
neon signs threw up to his room. And what he saw made him shiver. It was the same absent look that had 
been there after..well, shortly before their first kiss. And that look said quite clearly why he was here. Why a 
man of forty-something found it necessary to sit in chilly hallways for hours and climb over balcony rails into 


the room of another man of forty-something in the middle of the night. 


What was wrong with them? Till missed his girl. Paul missed As girl, Till knew it. So why were they both at the 


verge of tears now? 


"Maybe it was just because we felt lonely?" he finally said. "Because we just wanted to be distracted from 


having to be away from our families?" 


Paul's eyes now finally found Tills. 


"That's a lie, buddy, and you know it. Else we would both be happier now. Ever since we started this, we've 


been honest with each other. Lets not end it with a lie." 


They regarded each other calmly, as if they were attempting to memorize the other one’s face, no matter 


how dark it was. 


"Why did you have to come in, Paul", Till sighed after a while. "| was trying so hard to make a clean cut. You 


know that it will be ten times harder now." 

Bur Paul shook his head. "No", he just said. 

"No?" 

"No, you weren't making a clean cut, you ran away. And no, it won't be harder that way. It will just be a 
different kind of hardship, but it can't be worse to endure it while we are together, than it would be while 
being apart" 

Apart.that was what they would be tomorrow. Paul in Berlin, and Till at his house in the country. And even 
when they would get to see each other, they would be divided. Till wouldn't feel Paul's head resting against his 


chest, wouldn't feel his hand, his lips, his warmth... 


| hurt, Till", he finally heard his friend say, very softly, as if he was ashamed of it. "l know it’s not your fault 


this time, but there is no one else to make it better..." 
Till took a deep breath. 
"When it’s over, it’s over, Paul, you said it yourself. Why postponing it?" 


Paul got up from the floor and went over to the window. His back turned to Till, he stood motionless, a black 


silhouette against the nightly city’s faint light. 
"Are you really asking me why..?" he said after a while, his voice sounding - weird. "Do you remember when 
you injured your knee, back then in Sweden? The painkillers they gave you? Every single one of those pills 


messed with your stomach, but you took them again and again, just for another few pain-free hours...” 


Till got up, groaning, his back hurt after several hours in such an uncomfortable position. He went to join Paul 


by the window. 


Paul turned his face away, into the darkness. 


"Paul, l.l mean, what do you expect me to do? | don't like the thought of going home tomorrow and probably 
not seeing each other for weeks or even month any more than you do. But | just cant think of anything that 


would make me, would make us feel better about it..." 


"Im not talking about tomorrow. lm talking about now, about tonight, about these last few hours that we 


have." 


Paul's voice still sounded so strange, as if he was constantly trying to swallow without actually doing it. Till felt 
a sudden urge to crush him to his chest. But how would he be able to let go of him again if he did? 


"Paul." he started, but Paul interrupted him 


"Just don't throw me out, Till, please", he whispered. "| want to be with you, that's all | want. Once, just once, | 


want to sleep next to you." 
"Albeit knowing that we will have to part tomorrow and that this will be the only time we get to do this?" 
"Because of it..." 


That voice. Till recognized it. It was the same voice that had said you led a few weeks ago. It had killed him 
then and threatened to kill him now. 


He put a hand on his mate’s shoulder and slowly turned him around, but away from the window and from 
whatever little light there was; he could imagine why Paul didnt want him to see his face. He looked at him for 
along moment, and then patted on his own chest. 

“That is your sleeping place for tonight, Paulchen" 

And Paul leaned quietly on him. Till felt like he was having a déja-vu. 

They didn’t even take the trouble to undress; they both were too upset to do anything else than going to bed 
and hopefully falling asleep. Paul, however, searched his pockets for a hanky before he tucked himself in and 
loudly blew his nose, making Till jump - this had been the noisiest thing for hours. 

‘Sorry, Till", he sniffed, "lm an idiot." 

"You're not, Paulchen. You're not. And even if you were, I'd love you with all your idiocy regardless." 

There, now he had eventually said it. And it hadnt hurt at all. 


He felt Paul's nose nuzzling at his ribs. 


"Ditto", he said before he curled up in his arm and, to Till’s surprise, quickly dozed off. 


Till rested his chin on the top of his buddy's head and smiled a little. Back in the day, when they were still 
sharing hotel rooms, all of them had always found it amusing to see the way Paul slept, coiled up so much 
that he could as well have slept in an armchair. Right now, he easily fit completely into Till's long arms that 


way. 


They had slept together in this position, just once, about two weeks ago. It had been a particularly exhausting day, 
and on top of that, they had overheard Flake talking to his wife on the phone, about the trp they planned on once 
the band would be done touring. It had made them acutely aware of how close they were fo the end of the tour 
and therefore to the end of their togetherness. 


Paul had been unusually quiet after this, and they hardly got anything going that night, so Till had just spooned 
behind Paul, had caressed his chest and stomach, played with his cock and enjoyed hearing Paul's contented purr, 


for almost an hour . 
But when he had finally tried to enter him, his friend's body had stiffened. 
"Not from behind!" he had breathed 


Till had known why - the one and only time they hadnt done this face to face had been..then Paul had hated not 
fo see Till the moment he got penetrated ever since. But Till had calmed him down, had told him that this would 
not be the way he feared. That he would not feel used and abandoned again. That, on the contrary, they were 


practically wrapped around each other, were as close as they could possibly be. Had fold him that he would love it. 
Had asked Paul to trust him. 


And Paul had He had curled into his sleeping position, and Till had gently slid his cock into him. He couldnt penetrate 
him too deeply this way, but to make up for that, his cockhead had come to rest exactly against Paul's most 
sensitive spot; Till had almost effortlessly managed to make him come not once but twice in a row before he 


came himself. 


They had stayed that way, joined, for a while, and when Till had finally pulled out, he realized that Paul had fallen 


asleep. 


Hating the "no sleepover" rule some more, he had gotten up, had kissed his friend goodnight, and had reluctantly 


walked over to his own room. 
Now he realized that keeping that damn rule had been pointless. It had been meant to keep them from the oh 


so intimate act of falling asleep in each other’s arms and waking up together in the morning - to keep them 


from falling for each other completely. 
What a silly thought. 


Till didnt know when Paul had fallen for him, but he knew when he had fallen for Paul: the moment when he 


had leaned on him for the first time. When he had come to him for more than just a bit of bed sport. When 
had realized that Paul had come to him because it was him, and because he wanted to keep what they had. 
When he had realized that Paul loved him enough to forgive him.. 


Till pulled his mate closer. 


They could have dumped that fucking rule right then and there. They had missed out on so much because 
they had kept it up. 


And Paul had been right with what he had said - what was better, sleeplessly staring at the ceiling or... fis? 
The minutes ticked away; with the clock on the nightstand as a constant reminder. 
2:16. Paul took an unusually deep breath. Till whispered his name, but his friend slept. 


2:48. Paul stretched out and rolled over onto his stomach. Till threw a leg over him and nearly buried the 


smaller man, who didn’t seem to mind it at all. 


3:58, Till realized that he must have been asleep for a little while. Three more hours before they had to get 
up if they didnt want to miss their plane. Who said they didnt want to? And what if they just did? 


4:22. Paul stirred. Till slid off him and felt him turning around, felt Paul's arms around his waist and Paul's 
knee between his legs. "No, please don't, Paulchen’, he whispered, but again, Paul didnt hear him. 


4:24. He had to reach down and gently push Paul's knee away. He had been way too close to waking his buddy 
up and make love to him, no matter what time it was. Which would have made everything not ten, but hundred 


times harder. 


5:24. Ninety minutes. Fucking ninety minutes. He was glad that Paul still slept soundly. Else he would surely have 
looked at him that way again and that would have been too much. It was completely sufficient that one of 
them was wide awake, counting the minutes. He was also glad that his clock wasn't actually ticking. That would 


have been too much of too much. 


6:01. Paul was obviously dreaming; his breaths were quick and shallow. Till nuzzled his neck until he calmed 


down, turned around, and curled up once more, snuggling his backside into Till. Another hour. 


6:13. Paul still slept like a log. In a way, Till envied him, but for most part, he was glad that he himself hadn't 
slept - that he had gotten to experience this way too short time. 


6:41. Almost there. The ripping and tearing in Till’'s ribcage that had become more and more prominent all 
through the night was indisputably excruciating by now. Holding Paul close made it tolerable, but it was just 


thirteen more minutes that he would have that remedy. 


6:48. Twelve minutes. Till wondered how Paul could still sleep, of breathe, as for that matter, the way he was 
hugged to him. 


6:51. In his mind, Till could already hear the ugly sound of his alarm clock going off. He had bought it because of 
this atrocious noise it made - it got him going in the morning. He'd usually rather get up with his eyes stil 
half closed than letting it ring for a second time. Paul had never heard it before. It would probably give him a 
start. 


6:54. Till reached over and switched the alarm off. He was awake anyway. He could as well wake Paul up in a 


gentler manner. 

6:51. "Paul." 

6:58. One last kiss. "Paulchen, come on, wake up. Travel day.” 

"Huh...2" 

"Travel day, Paul. The plane won't wait for us." 

There. There it was again. That look in Paul's eyes. It had softened a bit over night, but it was still there. 


They slid out of each other's embrace. Now that he didn't have Paul as a bandage anymore, the fact that it 
was well and truly over hit Till in the chest with full force. It hurt. Badly. 


Paul darted a critical glance at him. 
"You look like shit, you know that, don't you?" he asked softly 

Till just shrugged. 

Paul scratched his head. "Guess we are back to where we started, buddy. | owe you again" 
A tiny little smile crept into the corner of Till's mouth 

"What do you think you owe me, Paulchen?" 

Paul smiled a little saddish smile, too. 


"A hug..a thank you.. and a snatch of sleep..." 


THE END 


